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Summary: Merman AU ! Kevin thinks the SoCal locals are weird, 
especially when he hears whistling at night, (kevedd) 


1 . In the Beginning 

Author's Note: I'm sorry if anyone feels like this is moving too 
fast... I just love merman AUs so much... 

Song choice for the chapter: 

_Ride _by Twenty-One Pilots. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Kevin often wondered if he made a giant mistake by moving 
here . <p> 

His parents divorced some months ago, leaving him with the decision 
to either move in with his father or his mother. Mary Anne Barr was 
the owner of a small chemical plant down in Peach Creek, Georgia 
where Kevin had spent the majority of his childhood. However, the air 
was smoggy, the people were nosy, and if he was being _really 
_honest, his mom was an asshole. She was all business all the time 
and Mary Anne worked long hours not because she had to, but because 
she wanted to. Sometimes it would be days before either Kevin or his 
dad would see the woman. 

So naturally, Kevin chose to move in with his father after deciding 
that he didn't want to spend his remaining two years of high school 
with an absent parent. Marcus was elated that his only child wanted 
to live with him but Kevin was just excited to get the hell out of 
that small town- _and _state for that matter. 


Marcus Barr was moving to California to finally pursue his dream of 
being a marine biologist. So as Kevin was packing his bags, he also 



got a serious lecture. 


"And the beach is not your own personal trash can, Kevin." 

" I know . " 

"Don't throw parties on it either." 

"Got it. Dad." 

"Oh, and you know how I feel about fishing, so don't even try 

it . " 

Kevin sighed as he snapped his last suitcase shut. 

_"I mean it, Kevin. 

The said teen threw his arms up in the air in defeat. "I know! I get 
it ! Jesus . " 

Now, a week later, Kevin Barr was settled into his new house where 
the white sandy beach was literally his back yard. The skies were 
bluer than he's even seen and the neighbors were an absolute dream. 
They were all easygoing, beautiful people. The local girls looked all 
the same, though. Crop tops and high-waisted shorts, messy buns and 
anchor tattoos. Guys were the same story as well. Tanned, toned, man 
buns and undercuts. And then there was Kevin. 

At seventeen, Kevin had finished out his junior year ripped and 
standing at a five-foot-nine. His auburn hair was chopped into a faux 
hawk and his lightly freckled skin had already been kissed by the 
SoCal sun. He would spend his days walking along the beach looking 
for different kinds of shells and creatures in the clear shallow 
water. Kevin always made sure to ask his dad questions about 
everything he brought home just to amuse the man. Although every once 
in a while, he would see this giant flash of blue in the water. It 
seemed like it was almost as big as he was, but Kevin could never get 
close enough to it to find out. Even his dad was at a loss, saying it 
was probably just the sun playing tricks on his eyes. 

But Kevin knew better, there was _something _out there. 

"Probably a Pacific Tomcod." Marcus said as he flipped through some 
papers on his very messy desk. 

Kevin shook his head. "No no no. This was _huge ! _Like as big as 
me... but not really- you get what I mean!" 

Marcus chuckled and closed a file. "So like a shark then?" 

Kevin groaned and threw his hands in the air like he usually did when 
he was frustrated. "_No ! _Gah ! Never mind, I'm going back 
outside ..." 

"Take my camera! Maybe snap a few photos of it if you can." Marcus 
said with a wink; Kevin yelled in frustration, but made sure to grab 
his digital camera before he walked out. 

Later that night, Kevin was walking along the shore. His pants were 
rolled up to his ankles as the cool water lapped at his skin. 



"Probably a Pacific Tomcod. . ._tch-_ I'll show you a Pacific Tomcod." 
he mumbled, rubbing his arms from the slight breeze. 

Then Kevin stopped once he heard a low whistle. Who the hell would be 
out on the beach in the middle of the night _whistling? _Jesus, these 
people were weird. 

"Hello?" the redhead called, slowly turning around in his spot and 
expecting to see someone but only finding the dark see and distant 
lights from the beach houses. "Anyone there?" 

It was quiet for a moment before the strange noise started up again 
and Kevin was quick to follow it. "Hello?" he called again, jogging 
lightly through the wet sand. The low whistle started to get louder 
once he had begun to near a large cluster of rocks away from all the 
houses, but it was too dark to really see anything. Getting out his 
father's camera, Kevin played with it until he was able to use the 
flash to light the way. 

Then he finally saw the body that was washed up on the 
shore . 

_"Shit. _Fuck. Fucking shit." Kevin mumbled as he outright ran over 
to the figure. When he reached them, the redhead dropped down on his 
knees and tried to think of something smart to do. 

Chanting the word "pulse" to himself over and over again, Kevin 
pushed back the mop of thick black hair that fell over his neck and 
let his fingers find some sort of sign that this person was alive. 
Then suddenly the figure stirred and the low whistle that resounded 
from them make the redhead fall backwards into the sand. Now he was 
_really _confused. 

When the person turned over a little to try to push themselves up, 
Kevin realized that it was a _boy. _But the muscle definition and 
length of his torso made Kevin think that this guy was actually older 
than he seemed. 

Bright cerulean eyes met Kevin's shocked green ones and the raven 
haired teen let out another seemingly _pained _whistle. It was all so 
strange- his face looked like he was in mid-scream, but the sound 
that came out didn't match. 

"C-c'mon, let's get you out of the water." the redhead said and 
hesitantly grabbed both of the other teen's deathly pale hands. When 
he started to pull, an ear splitting whine ripped through the strange 
teen's lips and something started to splash wildly in the water where 
half of his body still resided. 

Kevin let out a startled yelp as he was hit with the cold water and 
promptly let go of the man's hands. The smaller teen writhed on the 
ground pitifully as whatever was attached to his legs continued to 
pain him. Horrid scenarios of hungry sharks comping on legs began to 
flood Kevin's mind, but regardless, he pressed on. 

"C'mon, just bear with it a little more." he said and as the teen 
began to calm down at his feet, those _damned _blue eyes almost made 
his heart jolt suddenly and turn to goop. Kevin willed the light 
blush on his cheeks to resign. "Hey, you'll be alright. I got 
you . " 



It was a moment or two before the young man nodded and held his arms 
up in a child-like manner. Kevin noticed as the other bit his full 
lip as he pulled him all the way out of the water. 


_"Ho-ly shit . 

The redhead couldn't help but fall into the sand as his eyes trailed 
up the _thing _that he had been chasing the past two weeks. It was a 
tail, blue in color with with so many different other hues that Kevin 
couldn't even name them all and _God, _was this thing long! He was a 
fool for thinking that it was almost as big as him. And then it 
_moved !_ 

The unnamed teen struggled to prop himself up on his elbows and then 
pointed at the end of his tail. Jesus Christ, the dude had a fucking 
tail. Kevin tried to swallow the lump of disbelief in his throat as 
he nervously crawled over to it. 

It was then that Kevin finally saw what the problem was. 

A fishing line had gotten snagged on the side of the thick tail, the 
polished scales were broken and cracked as the large hook had dragged 
itself down the side, leaving a gaping hole in it's wake. And then 
there was the blood. Oh God, there was so much blood. Kevin nearly 
fainted from the sheer excitement and fear of it all. 

But what was he really to do? He was the son of a marine biologist 
who could have just found a _merman. _Sure, he could sell the poor 
thing out, rake in the reward, and put a down payment on the 
motorcycle that he's always wanted. Or he could just walk away and 
let nature take its course. What was he supposed to do? Drag the 
creature all the way up the beach and into his home to try to help 
him only to find that he would have absolutely _no idea _what he was 
doing? 

Yeah, that seemed like a good idea. 

So as Kevin gingerly picked up the suffering merman and began his 
long trudge back to his home, he began to wonder if he had made a 
giant mistake by moving here. 

However, those damned blue eyes told him otherwise. 


2. It ' s A Fish Thing 

Author's Note: Back by unpopular demand: me. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Kevin managed to sneak into his house with the merman without his 
dad noticing. It was close to one in the morning at this pointjk, so 
he didn't think that the man would be awake anyways. The merman on 
the other hand, looked like he was about to pass out at any minute. 
His skin was a ghostly white and his breath was shallow, but he still 
kept an arm latched around Kevin's back for dear life. Small whistles 
escaped through the teen's lips and Kevin hugged him tighter to his 
body. "You're alright," he said again for what could have been the 
hundredth time that hour. "Understand? "<p> 



The merman nodded weakly as Kevin stepped into his rather large 
bathroom and kicked the door shut behind him. The redhead stood there 
for a moment as he thought of something to do before setting the teen 
on the plush rugs on the floor and grabbed an armful of towels to dry 
him off with. 

The wound on the side of the tail had stopped bleeding at that point, 
but the all the clotted blood just made it look so much worse. Kevin 
tried to shake the dizziness out of his head as he gently dried the 
other teen's hair and avoided looking at the gruesome injury. 

Instead, be focused on the bleary blue orbs in front of him. _God, 
_they were beautiful. Wait- what? 

"You're shaking. Are you cold?" he asked when he noticed the merman 
start to shiver a little. The strange teen let out a few clicks, 
sounding something akin to what a dolphin would make and Kevin just 
shook his head. "This is so fucked up, God I can't even understand- 
I'll be right back, okay?" 

Kevin pushed himself up off the cold tiled floor and hurried to the 
door, but turned around to look at the merman again just to make sure 
he wasn't dreaming. It all seemed so surreal, how could any of this 
be possible? Mermaids and talking crabs were for little kids in 
Disney movies, not real life. But sure enough, as he stood there with 
his hand on the door frame and gazed at the strangely iridescent fins 
and the strikingly blue tail that slapped against the ground 
pitifully, there was no doubt left in Kevin's mind. 

It was real. _R eally fucked up_, but it was real nonetheless. 

He shook his head a little and walked out of the bathroom and shut 
the door behind him. The last thing he needed besides an injured 
merman in his bathroom was his marine life obsessed dad finding out 
about said- 

"Son? What ' re you doing up? It's late." 

Kevin paled a considerable amount as he ran directly into his father. 
"Uh..." he mumbled, running a hand through his messy auburn faux hawk 
as he tried to come up with a lie. Or anything that would keep the 
man out of the bathroom for that matter. "You know, uh... stuff?" he 
said lamely, mentally kicking himself. 

Marcus cocked an eyebrow in his sleepy stupor. "Stuff?" 

"Uh..." Kevin wanted to scream. His mind always went blank at the 
worst possible times. "Y-yeah." Why was he so bad at this?! 

"Oh." Marcus said, raising his hands up. "I get it. _Stuff. _I was a 
teenager once too, I suppose." 

Kevin went positively red and covered his face with his hands. "Dad, 
oh my God . " 

"_Abusing the wicked stick_ is nothing to be embarrassed about, 

Kevin. But at one forty-five in the morning?" Marcus chuckled and put 
a hand on his mortified son's shoulder. "Perhaps if you found a 
girlfriend, this wouldn't be an issue." 



Jesus Christ, Dad!" _ 

Marcus merely waved over his shoulder as he walked back to his room. 
"Just pretend I was never here. Finish _roughing up the suspect _and 
go to bed, please." 

Kevin waited until he heard the bedroom door shut behind his dad to 
let out a very aggravated sigh, throwing his arms up in the air as he 
walked a little ways down the hall to the linen closet to grab one of 
the fluffy robes that his very embarrassing dad kept in there for 
some reason. The man was an oddball for sure. 

The redhead quickly made his way back to the bathroom after that. 

Once he stepped inside, he immediately turned to lock the door just 
in case. Although he seriously doubted that his dad would come back 
down after that simply _horrifying _conversat ion . When he turned back 
around, Kevin dropped the robe on the ground out of shock. 

Sitting on the ground with a pile of towels pulled around his still 
trembling frame was now a _normal _teenage boy with the longest legs 
he'd ever seen. They were pale and hairless, but the jagged wound 
that was once on tail had transferred over to about the middle of his 
calf to his knee. "Wow..." Kevin breathed, running a hand though his 
hair once more as he took in the sight. 

Still awestruck, Kevin picked up the robe off of the floor and slowly 
walked over to the small raven-haired teen. "Here, this should help. 
Can you sit up for me a little?" he said, getting on his knees and 
started to drape the plush fabric over the other's small 
shoulders . 


The strange teen seemed to calm a little after he was completely 
engulfed in the large robe, almost as if it were some kind of 
security blanket. Then, for the first time since Kevin had found him 
washed up on the beach, he spoke. 


"Thank you." he sighed, his tenor voice sending shock waves down 
Kevin ' s spine . 


Kevin blinked a couple times before finally remembering how to speak. 
"Y-you can talk now?" he asked, settling down onto his butt on the 
cold floor in a state of disbelief. 


The teen nodded with tired eyes. "It seems that I can..." he mused, 
bringing a thin finger to his full bottom lip in thought. "Kevin, is 
it?" 


Kevin was so caught up in the sight before him that the teen's words 
went in one ear and out the other. His face was just _so 
_distract ing . The way his inky black locks contrasted with his pale 
skin and fell in front of his bright blue eyes in the most adorable 
way. His nose was childlike from the way it curved upwards and his 
lips- Kevin didn't even wanna get started with those. They were 
flushed a light pink and allowed the small gap of his teeth to show 
through . . . 

Kevin swallowed a lump in his throat and flickered his suddenly 
nervous green eyes up to waiting blue ones. Wait, did he miss 
something? "Huh?" he asked dumbly. 



"Your name is Kevin, correct?" he asked again, inclining his head a 
little for emphasis. 


"Urn, right. Kevin Barr, and you?" 

A small smile played at the raven-haired teen's lips as he could 
practically feel the nervousness fall off the other boy in waves. 

"I'm Eddward or Edd, but most call me Double D." 

Kevin smiled a little and rubbed the back. "Why's that?" 

"My name is spelled with two D's instead of one." 

Kevin cocked his head to the side in honest interest. "What made your 
parents think of that?" he chuckled. 

Double D reciprocated the action and those _damned _blue eyes and gap 
toothed smile made the perfect combination. Kevin was doomed. "I 
honestly have no idea." 

"Must be a fish thing." 


3 . The Bother 

Double D's leg was quickly cleaned and wrapped up after the two boys' 
short introductions. He was then carried up to the second level of 
the rather spacious beach house by his savior and into one of the 
bedrooms where he would be staying until his leg was healed. Both of 
Double D and Kevin were exhausted by this point, so when the redhead 
settled into the same queen sized bed that the merman was already 
settled in, neither had any qualms about sharing a bed with a man 
they had just met. 

The morning, however, was a completely different story. 

Kevin awoke first. Craning his sore neck to look out the bay window 
in his room, he realized that the sun wasn't even up yet. He was 
about to say "fuck it" and cuddle back up in his warm blankets and go 
back to bed for another few hours, but then remembered that there was 
_another person _sharing the bed with him. And Kevin's face caught 
ablaze. Last night with the beautiful raven had most certainly _not 
_been a dream. 

Double D's face was mere inches from his own. The silky black locks 
atop his head were tousled and tangled, but still managed to flop in 
front of his face in the most endearing way. However, what worried 
Kevin more than the awkward and confusing feelings that began to 
fester and grow in his chest was the fact that they _themselves _were 
entangled in _each other. _Double D's arm was hooked around Kevin's 
slim waist and vice versa; also, the merman's injured leg was hooked 
over Kevin's thigh as if that were the only solution to keeping his 
wound from becoming irritated by rubbing on the bed sheets all night. 
Kevin could thing of _several _other ways to avoid that at the 
moment. But hey, maybe the guy was a serious cuddler in his sleep! If 
mermaids and mermen even cuddled underwater ... could they? Wouldn't 
they just float to the surface? Kevin shook his head a little as he 
remembered that he couldn't swim for shit and when he did, the 
redhead sunk like a rock. Maybe he could ask Double D when he got 
up . . . 



"Mmh...Kev?" the raven asked, his voice was a little deeper and 
scratchy from sleep. Subconsciously , Double D wrapped the one arm 
that was around Kevin's waist tighter and buried his face into the 
bigger teen's chest. If it was even possible, Kevin was sure that 
steam would have been billowing out of his ears from how hot his face 
felt at that moment. "S' warm." Double D mumbled as he nuzzled the 
hard pecks a little. 

"D-Double D...wake up man." Kevin said weakly as he could feel the 
other's hot breath on his bare chest. His shirt had been abandoned in 
the trash last night after a copious amount of Double D's blood had 
gotten splattered on it. He really should have put on another shirt 
before bed last night... 

_"Kevin ! 

"Of course," Kevin grumbled and used his dad's voice as an excuse to 
untangle himself from the other teen in the bed. Double D gave a 
little groan of protest but then rolled over in the sea of blankets 
and cleared the mess of inky black hair away from his face. And 
that's when Kevin saw them. 

"Kevin?" Double D asked, sitting up and rubbing the the sleep out of 
his eyes. Kevin was barely able to keep his eyes away from the bare 
shoulder as the sleeve of the way too big robe slid down his arm, but 
the small webbed ears kept him thoroughly distracted. 

Then there was a knock on his bedroom door and Kevin literally dove 
onto Double D in the bed, earning a terrified squeak from the 
teen . 

"Kevin, " Marcus said, knocking on the door a few times before 
stepping in. "My crew's got a really big project they want me to look 
over. I dunno how long I'll be gone, alright?" 

"Alright, sounds good." Kevin feigned a yawn and waved his dad off, 
eager to get him out of the room so he could stop squishing the cute 
little merman underneath him. Wait, cute? 

Marcus just nodded and took a long drink of his coffee. "Cool, cool. 
I'll shoot you a text later when I know what time I'll be getting 
home . " 

"Alright." Kevin said again. 

"And I expect a five star dinner too. Don't skimp on the mushrooms, 
young man . " 

"Yes sir, " he chuckled and waved bye to his dad as he started to step 
out of the room. Kevin then let out a tired sigh and flopped back 
against the bed, earning another muffled squeak. "Oh, shit!" 

"Oh, and son? Go easy on the one-eyed beast. I think I saw blood on 
the bathroom floor this morning ... Jesus ... " 

Kevin merely let his head hang defeated and gave his dad an 
exaggerated thumbs up as he left the room for good that time. Double 
D began to whine and thrash underneath the covers as Kevin continued 
to sit on him, but the redhead refused to move until he heard 



Marcus's old jeep sputter to life and fade away. 

_"K-Kevin!" _Double D gasped when the covers were finally pulled back 
and Kevin couldn't help but notice how he was almost drowning in that 
robe from last night. Just the way it left his shoulders and upper 
chest exposed was enough for something to start to coil inside of 
him. "What are you staring at? Is there something wrong with 
me?" 


"N-no, you're fine, it's just that seems a litt le . . ._big _on 
you . " 


"I believe we have ourselves a problem." 

Kevin looked up from his phone just as Double D came limping out of 
the closet with a slightly embarrassed look on his face. 

"Wha-_oh 

"None of your clothes seem to fit me." the raven said, keeping a 
finger hooked through one of the beltloops of the jeans to keep them 
from falling down. "They're all too big." 

"Damn, " Kevin said as he brushed passed Double D and began to search 
through all of his clothes to see if there was anything that would 
even remotely fit the other teen. "And you're so small, too. Yeah, I 
really doubt either me or my dad'll have anything for you to wear..." 
Kevin mused. 

"What are these?" 

Kevin wished he hadn't turned around to see what the merman was 
talking about, he _really _wished that he hadn't. Edd had abandoned 
the baggy pants in order to stand in front of the full length mirror 
that was propped against a wall and observe the black boxer briefs 
that Kevin had given to him (they were fresh out of the 
package . ) 

"W-What?" Kevin asked, desperately trying not to look at the smooth, 
pale plane of his back, the wide hips, and _especially _not the curve 
of his- "Tits and boobs, Kevin. Tits and boobs." he chanted to 
himself . 

"What?" Double D said, snapping the elastic waistband absently. "No, 
what are _these_? The black thing." 

"Have you never heard of underwear before, D?" 

"N-no? I've never had to wear it before now..." Double D pondered, 
and quickly stepped over to retrieve his robe to hide his perfect 
body away once more. 

"Well, " Kevin sighed after a moment or two and stood up from the 
floor. "I guess we'll have to go shopping or something." he said and 
scratched the back of his neck while the raven shook his head. 

"I have a few objections to that idea." 


"Shoot . " 



"Um, " Doubl D began, biting his flushed lip nervously. "You shouldn't 
have to buy anything for me, I'm sure that I'm already being a bother 
to you ..." 

"Nah, " Kevin said, waving him off and walking over to sit on the bed 
with him. "You're not, I swear. Plus if you were, you'd definitely 
know. Right?" 

"I suppose," 

"So . . . question . " 

"Go on, " 

"What are we gonna do about these?" Kevin asked, gently taking the 
tip of one of the fanned out fins on Double D's head in between his 
pointer and thumb for emphasis. The color was the same as the fins 
that were on his tale, iridescent and somewhat see through. Kevin was 
surprised when they twitched under his touch and then flattened 
themselves against the soft inky hair on the raven's head. 

"0-oh, I hadn't realized!" Double D said, reaching up to touch on of 
the fins himself. Kevin pursed his lips for a moment as he looked 
around the room in search of something. 

"Here, " he said and got off the bed to snatch something that was 
hanging out of one of his dresser drawers. "You an wear this for 
now . " 

Double D looked wide eyed at the generous teen before him and then 
back down to the black beanie that was being pressed into his hands. 
It was rather plain looking except for the two white stripes going 
down each side, but in no way was Double D complaining. This was the 
first gift he's _ever _gotten, so it was safe to say he would cherish 
it forever. "Really?" he asked timidly. 

Kevin nodded with a little smirk before bending down on one knee to 
gently take the beanie out of his hands and place it on Double D's 
head, making sure the fins were flat and hidden before stepping away 
to observe. And for the first time, he noticed the light blush that 
had dusted itself off on the raven's cheeks. Kevin's heart 
_f lew ._ 

"Really. It looks better on you anyways." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Author's note: If you have a wee quick second, please review! I 
really loveappreciate the wonderful feedback! Thank you guys! 


4 . Day One 

Author's Note: Yay for reviews! Thank you so much for all the support 
guys! Here's a few things I just want to get out there before I move 
on with the chapter. 

About Marcus (Kevin's dad) : This man is the ultimate epitome of 
myself. Everything he says to his poor, _poor _son is without a 



doubt, one-hundred percent what I will say to my children. He's open, 
honest, and has a light addiction to Urban Dictionary just for sheer 
purpose of embarrassing his son. 

About Double D: Edd is smol in this fic, but he's still muscular. 

He's built like a swimmer. My skinny, lean, effeminate little merman. 
I love him so. 

Spelling errors: * *Thelaurensheese **thank you for pointing those out 
to me! My only times to write are between the hours of 10p-3a. With 
that being said, when 3a comes rolling around and I'm still trying to 
push out a chapter, my writing tends to become a litt le ... sloppy . At 
that point I'm dozing on my laptop, but I push myself to finish. 
Although I always review it in the morning and make any changes that 
are needed! Thanks again! 

After finishing this chapter, it didn't turn out as good as I thought 
it would. . .be gentle. . . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Kevin, this is wonderful! Where did you get this?"<p> 

"I found it in the hall closet, although I dunno why my dad would 
have something like that..." 

"Well I like it . " 

Kevin watched from the kitchen counter with a smile as Double D did a 
small twirl in his sarong. Tied around his waist, it was an opaque 
dark blue color that blended into lighter blue and then a sea green 
towards the bottom where it flowed down to his ankles. The sea turtle 
design on it really brought it all home for the raven. 

"What did you want to eat before we go?" the redhead asked as he 
pushed some eggs around in a pan. Double D stopped spinning and 
walked up to the counter beside Kevin. 

"What are those?" he asked, taking his finger way from his lip and 
pointing at the breakfast food in the pan. He actually went to touch 
it, but Kevin grabbed his hand to stop. 

"Don't touch while the eggs while they're in the pan, you'll burn 
yourself . " 

Double D made an "0" shape with his mouth and continued to hold onto 
the blushing redhead's hand. "Of course... so this is what humans eat? 
Eggs ? " 


"Yeah, but there's other stuff too. What do you usually eat?" Kevin 
asked as he made up their plates and set them on the kitchen table. 
Double D's eyes lit up like a Christmas tree when he took the first 
bite. It was so easy to forget that the guy was actually a human when 
he had the beanie on. 

"Well," he said as he quickly swallowed the mouthful. "There's plant 
life and small sea critters if we can find them." 


"That's it? What about fish?" 



Double D shook his head. "No, those are for the ... others . " 

Kevin cocked an eyebrow. "Others?" he asked, stabbing a sausage on 
his plate and popping it into his mouth. The raven waved the question 
away and quickly cleared his plate. 

"It's not important. Do I look aright to go out?" Double D asked, 
quickly changing the subject. Kevin thought it was a little strange, 
but shrugged it off as he took in the outfit that they had put 
together earlier that morning. 

Double D was wearing a loose, pale yellow tank top plus the colorful 
sarong and the black beanie. His feet were bare as he absolutely 
_hated _wearing shoes; a half hour's argument about them proved it. 
Kevin supposed that now that the teen finally had feet and a _very 
nice _pair of legs. Double D would be showing them off from now on 
which was _totally fucking fine _with him. Besides, the people in his 
area hardly ever wore shoes anyways, so Double D would fit right 
in . 

"Yeah, you look perfect. Let's go." 

Edd picked at his full bottom lip with a smile as a blush adorned his 
round cheeks. "Alright." 


"Are you _sure _that you want that, D?" 

"Yes! I-I mean if it's not too much trouble for you..." 

"It's not, but I mean... it's kinda girly." 

"Is it? We don't really have any gender barriers where I'm from." 
Double D said, turning away from Kevin and looking at the short, 
flared pleated skirt that hung from his hips. "Does it look bad?" he 
asked, the insecurity leaking into his voice. 

Kevin was quick to come and stand behind the small raven as he stood 
in front of the three way mirror. "No, it looks good! It's just I've 
never seen a guy wear a skirt before." he said, placing a hesitant 
hand on Double D's shoulder. "You shouldn't let other people cloud 
your judgement though, D. If _you _like it, then _you _get it. 

Simple, right?" 

Double D nodded and stared hard at himself in the mirror. "Of course, 
thank you Kevin." 

Kevin bit his lip to fight the smile that started to creep onto his 
face. God, this was so gay. 

The two teens turned when they heard a squeal. A salesman sauntered 
over to them with his hands in the air; Kevin stiffened a little and 
half stepped in front of Double D as if to protect him from the 
possible oncoming hate from the judgmental sales man. He himself had 
never dealt with homophobic hate, but he _had _seen it happen back in 
his hometown of Peach Creek. Rolf was his best friend when he lived 
there. He was the son of a shepherd from some strange country that 
fell in love with a horror enthusiast with a love for his chickens. 
Rolf confided in Kevin a couple months before his big move that he 



and Big Ed had strong feelings for each other that went beyond the 
boundaries of friendship. Kevin just patted his friend's back and 
told him to "do how you do and just be happy." The young farmer's 
family accepted his new lifestyle with open arms, but the kids at 
school weren't as kind. They still aren't. 

"Boys, " 

Double D must have sensed the tension and hid behind his savior, his 
small hands grasping at the back of Kevin's shirt. 

The sales man stopped a little ways away from them with his hands on 
his hips. "I know what would go _great _with that skirt!" 

Kevin visibly deflated as he let out a breath that he didn't know he 
was holding. Double D popped his head out from behind the redhead 
with the most shit-eating gap toothed grin. "Really? Like 
what ? " 


As it turned out, Marcus would be gone for the _entire week. 
_Something was said about a large school of unusual looking fish were 
spotted off the coast and it was absolutely "crucial" for him and his 
team to gather information on. Kevin didn't mind though as it was 
every seventeen year old's dream to be home alone for a week. 

Double D had been settled into the guest room down the hall from 
Kevin's. It was a smaller room with a full sized bed and a built in 
bench seat underneath the large window that overlooked the beach. The 
merman also had his own personal bathroom as well, which made him 
feel a little more comfortable. 

As far as Double D's leg was concerned, it was still very tender. 
After helping the raven clean it one night, Kevin realized that the 
jagged cut was deep enough to require stitches but that was out of 
the question. Sometimes Kevin would wonder if he was in over his 
head . 

Like now, as he sat on the edge of his bed buried deep in his 
thoughts. The redhead had practically saved the merman from dying on 
the beach, invited the being into his home without telling his dad, 
and hat actually bought the guy clothes. How long did Double D plan 
on staying with him anyways? What would he tell his dad when he finds 
out that there's a complete stranger living in his house? But he 
couldn't just kick the merman out of his house if things went 
sour . 

The reason Double D had washed up on the shore was because a fishing 
line had gotten caught in his tail because he was swimming too close 
to the shore. While he was trying to get himself out of it in a 
panic, the hook dragged itself down Double D's tail while the line 
wrapped itself around his caudal fin. The raven's bruised and bloody 
toes were the equivalent of the torn fin, rendering him unable to 
swim. And according to Double D, a merman or maid that couldn't swim 
was as good as dead. Just thinking about it gave Kevin a serious 
migraine . 


The redhead was scared out of his heavy thoughts when he heard a 
muffled crash and a small yell. Hesitantly, Kevin got out of his bed 



and grabbed a shirt that was hanging on the chair of his 
desk . 


Slipping it over his head, he took a step out of his room and out 
into the dark hallway. "D? You okay?" 

When he heard no answer, Kevin glanced back to the bed that was 
practically calling his name once more before slowly making his way 
to the guest room. When he got there, Kevin knocked on the door. 
"Hey...Edd?" he asked, but after a moment or two of more muffled 
sounds of things falling, Kevin just decided to bite the bullet and 
push open the door. 

Clothes were neatly laid out on Double D's bed and he was no where to 
be found, but soon he found that the concerning noises were coming 
from the raven's bathroom. Kevin furrowed his brows and sighed as he 
knocked on yet another door. "D? You okay man?" 

_"0-oh yes! I'm fine, you can go back to bed now, Kevin!" _Double D 
said in a high, stress filled voice through the door. Kevin rolled 
his eyes and rubbed a hand over his face. 

"Can I come in?" he asked, his hand already on the knob. 

_"No, I fully assure you that I am f-"_ 

Double D never got a change to finish his sentence as Kevin had 
already pushed open the door and was staring at him with wide eyes. 
"What the fuck happened in here D?!" the redhead asked as he observed 
the shower curtain and rod, various bottles, and other items that 
were scattered all around on the floor along with streaks of pink 
tinged water. 

And then there was Double D himself, laying on the floor with his 
tail still halfway in the tub. His hair was sopping wet and stuck to 
his face while his webbed ears were fanned out haphazardly. "I just 
wanted to clean myself off..." he said, his voice dripping with 
frustration. Kevin stepped around the mess and turned off the water 
that was still spraying from the shower head. "I-I wasn't thinking 
and I stepped underneath the water and..." 

Kevin just shook his head as he grabbed a towel and laid it over part 
of Double D's tail as he picked it up and moved it away from the tub. 
When he glanced up at the other teen, he found wide, worried blue 
orbs staring back at him. "Kevin, I'm sorry." 

Kevin shook his head again and grabbed a towel to sit on as he 
immediately went to look at the large gash on the side of the 
merman's tail. It seemed that the change from legs to a rather large 
and long tail had ripped it wide open all over again. "It's okay, D. 
You didn't know." Kevin said, not quite knowing what to say. It was 
still very strange to him to see the merman in his natural 
f orm . 

"You're not mad?" Double D asked, beginning to dry himself off. Kevin 
snorted and dabbed at the wound with a towel. 

"No, I'm not. Mistakes happen and this is new for both of us. So just 
relax, alright?" 



Double D nodded and pushed his hair back in thought. 

"Alright . " 

Later, when Double D had dried off and changed back and the bathroom 
was cleaned up, Kevin helped the smaller teen to his bed. They 
re-bandaged his leg and decided that taking baths or showers was not 
an option at this point if he ever wanted his leg to heal. 

"Hey D?" Kevin asked as he moved the new clothes to the bench by the 
window . 


"Yes?" 


"Is this as weird for you as it is for me?" 

Double D blinked once or twice before giving a weak smile. "...Yes. I 
often feel like I'm imposing on you by staying in your home and being 
so utterly clueless about your culture." 

"Yeah, " Kevin nodded as he came over and sat at the end of the bed. 
"You're not imposing, it's just odd living with a stranger and 
honestly? I feel like I'm in over my head right now. I mean, don't 
get me wrong. I don't regret ... meet ing you, D. I just wish we met 
differently . " 

Double D cocked his head to the side a little and gave a weak gap 
toothed smile. "Agreed. Perhaps we should make an effort to get to 
know each other? It would make our forced time together a little more 
bearable . " 

Kevin laughed a little and slid his green eyes over to the merman. 
"Yeah, I'd like that. But I should let you get to sleep." he said and 
stood up, walking over to the bedroom door. "G' night, 

D . " 

"Goodnight, Kevin." Double D said, those _damned _blue eyes flashing 
the tiniest bit from the moonlight that shone in from the window. 
Kevin swooned a little from the view, but manged a small smile as he 
walked out of the room and back to his awaiting bed. 


End 
f ile . 



